DANILOV
He pictured it vividly, but he could no longer feel the
pity that had brought him here. What he felt now was a
deep respect for this woman and the hard lot awaiting
her. Pity is too small a thing for such a destiny,
He wanted to ask her where she came from, whether
she had other children, was she a member of the Com-
munist Party, but she suddenly said in a dry, weary
voice:
"Would you be so kind as to call Sister/5
He realized that she did not want to talk, and rose
and went out. He heard her say to the blonde woman:
"Now I want that cigarette, Varyushka, Oh how I
want it!'^
That night he dreamed of her—she was walking along
the street on crutches, tall, grey-headed, unapproachable,
and somebody followed her carrying the baby. Even in
his dream he did not recognize her.
He recognized her only in the morning, at the station
of M. An ambulance was waiting by the line, and two
orderlies carried her out on a stretcher with her child.
Danilov watched through the window of the staff coach.
The woman's big arm was round the muffled shape of
the infant, and her face, turned towards it, held care and
pain. And in the clear light of the winter morning
Danilov recognized that face, knew it through the mask
which time and suffering had laid upon it, through lines
and shadows, that one and only dear face with the small,
white, star-shaped scar on the cheekbone....
"Ah, knight, Faina was her name," somebody seemed
to shout into his ear with SoboPs voice. The stretcher
disappeared into the ambulance. The car started and so
did the train. Danilov stood by the window. He had not
yet faced up to anything. He had merely recognized
a fact.
"Ah, knight, Faina was her name!'* SoboPs voice
dinned into his ear. "Ah, knight, Faina was her name,"
the wheels clattered, increasing in speed and anger.
So that was how they met.
They had met and he had not known her, had sat
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